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sitting-room. She was not there. Nevertheless, he came
to the conclusion that somebody was in, for after waiting
a few minutes, he thought he saw a light go on in one of
the other windows. Once he had made up his mind, he
did not hesitate at all, but marched straight up to the
door and rang the bell. He remembered then that it was
probably out of order. Still, he rang again,
"Yes," said a voice, as the door opened a few inches,
"what is it?"
"Is Miss Golspie in, please?"
The girl, obviously the maid who had been out the
two previous nights, now opened the door properly and
came forward to have a look at him. "Oo, no, she isn't"
"Do you know where she's gone?"
"Oo, no, I don't."
"Oh—I see," said Turgis miserably. "I was hoping to
see her to-night."
"Well," said the girl confidentially, "I think she went
out with a friend, because she got all dressed up just after
seven and she told me she wouldn't be back till very late,
and then about half-past seven a young gentleman called
for her in a motor-car. And that's all I can tell you.
Would you like to leave a message?"
"No, no message." He walked slowly down the
garden, out of the gate, across the road. He had to stop
at the corner, because he was biting his handkerchief,
which he had screwed into a ball. Then, when at last he
was quiet and had put his handkerchief away, he walked
on and on through a blank misery of a night.
Mr. Pelumpton was sitting up alone, just finishing his
last pipe and a mouthful of beer, when Turgis burst into
the back room.
"Can you lend me some ink, please?" he asked.

